announcing itself to me. I stood beneath the great
dome, one hundred and seventy-nine feet in height,
and as 1 gazed upward I felt both possessed and re-
leased.

For a long time I was fully aware of nothing but
the vast harmony of Santa Sophia, descending upon
me> wrapping me round, I saw moving figures, tiny,
yet full of meaning, passing in luminous distances,
pausing, bending, kneeling; a ray of light falling
upon a white turban; an Arab in a long pink robe
leaning against a column of dusky red porphyry; a
dove circling under the dome as if under the sky.
But I could not be strongly conscious of any detail,
or be enchanted by any separate beauty. I was in
the grasp of the perfect whole.

The voice of a child disturbed me.

Somewhere far off in the mosque a child began to
sing a great tune, powerfully, fervently, but boy-
ishly. The voice was not a treble voice; it was
deeper, yet unmistakably the voice of a boy. And
the melody sung was bold, indeed almost angry, and
yet definitely religious. It echoed along the walls
of marble, which seemed to multiply it mysteriously,
adding to it wide murmurs which were carried
through all the building, into the dimmest, remotest
recesses. It became in my ears as the deep-toned
and fanatical thunder of Islam, proclaiming posses-
sion of the church of Divine Wisdom which had been
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